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CHAPTER XVIL

-’j WO days passed before Da- |
vid Cable was permitted |
to see his wife. During
those trying hours he lived
A an age of agony in sus-
pense. She had been removed to her
home late on the night of the “hold-
up,” as the newspapers felt justified in
calling it. He did not go to his office
the next day nor the next, but haunt-
el her door, sleepless, nervous, held
close by dread. A dozen times at least
he sought admittance to her room, but
was always turned away, cursing the
doctor and the nurses for their inter-
fercnce.

His worst fear, however, was
his wife would not forgive him.
the dread of exposure nor his own
shame or remorse, not even the pun-
fehment that the law might inflict,
could be compared to the fear of what

that
Not

might be her lifelong hatred. He
grew to feel that the doctor, the
nurses, the servants, looked upon him ‘
with strange, unfriendly though re-
8] tful ey« In his heart he believed
that his wife had cursed him in their
P mee bare his part in the
anoappy

At last e ! ime unbear-
able. I« d a s it change
in Jane's nd e attrib-
uted it ething his wife had |
snlid, for J had been allowed in the
s o1 LIscovery that she
wa ot | d had not as yet struck
deep | understanding In a
vague sot he realized that she
was differ: that he knew, but
it was | for him to consider
her in any « r light than that of the
years gone (he time would come
when the realization would cut
Into his heart more deeply than now,
but at pres calamity of his own
making w orcing all other troubles
into the background. His greatest de-
gire was to reach his wife's side, Yn}

know the worst that could come of his |
sult for forgiveness,

The evening of the second day he
gswore that he would see her—and
alone. They admitted him, and he

was lying, white and haggard, in her
bed, her back toward him. He paused

|
|
entered trembling in every nerve. She |
|
for an instant and was certain that he |

saw her shudder violently. It was
gignificant. Bhe feared and loathed |
him.

“Is it you, David?’ he heard her ask |
weakly, “At last! Oh, I was afraid
that something had happened to youl
That”

He threw himself on his knees be-
gide the bed and wept with all the
pent up bitterness and misery that was
in him—and still he was afraid to
gpeak to her, Not a word left his lips
antil he felt her hand in his hair—a
tender, timid hand, It was then that
he began pouring forth his ery for for-
giveness, With a groan he checked
her own appeal for mercy

“We can t about Jane another
time, not 1 he cried “I must

|
|

|
|

He threw himself on his knees beside the |
bed.

know that you forgive me. I don't|
care for anything—nothing else in the
world.”

When the nurse came In a few min-
utes later he was sitting upon the
edge of the bed holding her hands in
his. Their faces were radiant.

“Please stay out,”” he said, almost
grufy.

“gor just a little while,” his wife
added gently. The nurse hesitated a
moment and then left the room.

Frances Cable told him Jane's his-
tory so far as It was known to her
He listened dully.

“She will never know her true par-
ents,” sald she in the end.

“No, I suppose not,” sald he, looking

[ the window,
understand, don't you, David,
de he said feebly. “How I dread-

ed-to have you learn the truth after
all these years, and, above all, how 1

| tend

bhored that Jane might never knowl!
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puy James bBansemers sllence,” She
buried her head shamefully in her
arms. After a moment she went on;
“He professes to love his son, but his
is the love an animal gives the off-
spring it would destroy. And yet
Graydon worships him."”

“Are you quite sure that Graydon s
as unsuspecting as you think?"”

“In regard to his father?”

“In regard to Jane.,”

“Oh, I'm sure of It. He is pot a
party to his father’'s schemes. It
James Bansemer has not already told
Graydon, he never will, It is not his
plan to do so. His only obhject has
been to browbeat me into submission.
David, it will all come out right in the
end, won't it? You'll forgive me?”’

“Yes, dear, but this man,” and David
Cable shook with emotion as he spoke,
“will have to answer to me, There
will be no more to fear,” he said reas-
suringly. “I'll crush him as I would
a snake.”

“David, you must not"—

“Don’t worry,” he broke in. “I'll at-
to him and that no harm
comes to any one else, That man bas
no business among honest people.”

sSe¢

“But, David, I was not honest with
| you,” she confessed.

“That was a long time ago, and
she's as much mine as she is yours
So, what's the odds now? It's a facer,
I'll admit, but it can't be helped.” It
was thus that the man whose anger
! 1 feq rs before had led him
almost to crime now readily absolved
er « any 1€,

“Poor child, poor child!" she mn:nmfl.l
It will | her heart She is so
proud and so happy.

Yes he's proud., There is good
bl her I don't wonder now that
I used to th.unk she was such a marvel,
She's [ not just the same sort of
stock th are, take it as you
will.”

She never must know the truth,
David.”

“She's bound to find it out, dear.
We'd better tell her, It will be easier
for her Bansemer's fangs must be
made harmless forever He shan't

bother her. She'd better bear the story
from us and not from him.”

“But Graydon? She'll lose him, Da-
vid."”

“I'm not so sure of it. She’'s worthy
of any man's love, and we must know
that Graydon loves her. I'll trust to
that. But, first of all, we must put it
beyond the power of James Bansemer
to injure her in any shape or form.
Then, when I go after him—Graydon
or no Graydon—he'll know that there
is such a place as hell.”

“Be rational, David. Let us take our
time and think well, dear. 1 can't
bear the thought of the story that will
go out concerning me-how 1 decelved

| you about Jane for years and years.

What will people think of me? What
will they say?' she almost wailed.

“Frances,”” sald he, his voice tense
and earnest, *that is between you and
me. I intend to say to the world, if
occasion demands, that I have known
from the first that Jane was not our
child, That will be"—

“Oh, David, you can't say that,”
cried joyously,

“I shall
shall
asylum

she

it, dear old partner. X
say that you took her from the
with my consent. Tbere is

only James Bansemer to call me a

Fay

liar, and he will not dare!”

“That old man Droom, David—his
clerk The man who saved me-he
kunows.'

“He is in the boat with his master.
He did save you, though, TI'll spare
him much for that, And I have more
to fear from bhim than you think.
Frances, I am sure he saw me night
| before last down there at the sea
lwall,. He Lknows, I am morally cer-

tain, that you were not attacked by a
robber.”

“But, David, I was robbed., My
rings and my pendant were tcken by
some one, I1f Droom was the first man
at my side—after you—then he must

ave taken them.”

“I can't charge him with the theft,”
groaned Cable. “He saved your life
and he might ruin mine, I would give
anything I have to know just how

much he saw of the affalr, I can’'t ac
count for his presence there., It seems
like fate."

“It is impossible for him to accuse
you, David.”

“It is not impossible, I'm afrald.
He may have seen me plainly.”

“But I have described my assailant
to the police. You do not answer the
description in any particular.”

In the next ten minutes the nurse
came in twice to caution him against
overtaxing her nerves, politely hinting
that he should depart at once. There
was no medicine, no nursing, no care
that could have done her so much
good as this hour with her husband.

“It hurt me more than I can tell
you, David, when I saw that you were
jealous of him. I could see it growing
In you day after day, and yet I conld
not find the courage to make every-
thing clear to you. Oh, how could you
have suspected me of that?"

“Because I am a man and because 1
love you enough to care what betomes
of you. 1 was wrong, I am happy to
confess.. Forgive me, dear. I can’t tell
you how terrible the last month has

Y ded avery means in my power to jbeen to me. I can't tell vou of tha hit.
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er mousoes 1 NAVe Daa nor wue v
clous deeds I have planned. I was al-
most insane. I was not accountable.
I have much to pay to you in the rest
of the years that I live; T have much
to pay to my pwn conscience, and I
also owe something to James Banse-
mer. I shall try to ray all these dif-
ferent debts in the coin that they call
for.”

“We owe something, you and I,
to Jane,” said she as he arose to leave
the room.

“A confession and more love than
ever, Frances. I love her with all my
heart. When you are stronger we will
tell her that she is not our child. We
have loved her so long and so well
that she can’t ask for better proof of
our devotion. That terrible thing at
the sea wall must remain our secret,
dear. Tomorrow I shall begin pulling
James Bansemer's fangs.”

He found Graydon downstairs with
Jane. A sharp look into the young
man's eyes convinced him that his
questions concerning Mrs, Cable and
the latest news concerning the efforts
| to take the bandit were sincere. Cable
{held his hand for a long time; the
firm, warm grasp was that of an hon-
‘ost man. As he stepped out into the
‘ni;:ht for a short walk over town he
| wondered, with a great pain in his
\h(-:n't. if Graydon Bansemer would
‘turn from Jane when he heard the
[ truth concerning her.

|

|
!

CHAPTER XVIIIL

Ll T'S Harbert,” said Ellas

Droom.

“Why didn't you say

to him that I am busy?

I don't want to see
him,” said his employer in a sharp
undertone. Droom’s long finger was on
his lips, enjoining silence.

“He sald that you wouldn't want to
see him, but that it didn’t make any
difference. He'll wait, he says.”

They were in the private office, with
the door closed. Bansemer's face was
whiter and more firmly set than ever.
The ugly fighting light was in his eyes
again.

“If he has come here to threaten me,
I'll kill him,” he sald savagely.

“You'll do nothing of the kind,” sald
the clerk, with what was meant to be
| & conciliatory smile. “Meet him square-
! ly and hear what he has to say.”
| “Do you suppose she has told Ca-
ble? He may have sent Harbert here.”

“Cable’s hands are tied. I know too
’mu(-h. If T were to tell the police
| what I know he'd have a devil of a
time getting the presidency of his road.

Besides, they both owe me a vote of
thanks. Didn't I have sense enough
to make it look like robbery?”

“Yes, but curse your stupidity, they
may charge yvou with the job. Nobody

| would that Cable, would at-
{ tempt to rob his own wife.”
[  “But they would In any event declde
| that he had taken the rings to make
| it appear like robbery.” There was a
hard rap on the glass panel. “He's
bound to see you, sir.”

believe

| “Well, then, show him in!” snarled
Bansemer,
“Mr. Bans'mer will see you, sir”

{ sald Droom suavely, opening the door
suddenly.

“Thanks,” said Harbert shortly. He
entered the private office and faced

e lawyer, who was standing near his
desk. “I've taken advantage of your
invitation to drop in and see you.”

“This is one of my busy days, Mr.
Harbert,” said Bansemer, determined
to come to the point at once. “How-
ever, 1 hardly expected a social call
from you, so it must be of a business
nature. What is it?”

“It concerns your son, Mr, Bansemer,
I'm here in the capacity of a physk
clan, You must go away for his
health,” Harbert smiled as though he
thought it a good joke, Bansemer
turned red and then white.

“I don’t quite appreciate your wif
sir.”

“My humor, I'd suggest as a sub-
stitute. Well, to be perfectly plain,
sir, your son does not know the true
nature of the malady. He"—

“Do I uncderstand you to say that he
really has an ailment?’ exclaimed
Bansemer seriously,

“It isn't hopeless, my dear sir. My
only desire is to keep him from ever
finding out that he has a malady. He
is sure to learn the truth if you remailn
here.”

“Harbert, I understand you new, and
I want to say this to you: I'll not
drag that boy away from this city.
He's succegsful here, and he's one of
the most promising young men 1o
town. 1'm not going to have him
Wgr-m town to tﬂ“ ‘l'."—-
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“You aon’'t quite unaersiung e, s

n the ccntrary, he should remalr
lere. What I do mean to say is this
He won't feel like staying here If the
truth about his father Is uttered.
That's the brutal way to put it, Ban-
semer, but you've got to get out.”

The two glared at eacl other for a
full minute, Bansemer was as white
as a sheet, but not with fear.

“Harbert,” he sald in low tones,
“I've half a mind to kill you.”

“Don’t, You'd hang for it. There
are at least a dozen members of the
bar who know that I have come here
to see you, and they know why too.
See here, Bansemer, you're a scoundrel
to begin with. You've always been a
knave. IHow you happen to have a
son like Graydon I can't imagine.
Bansemer, 1 believe that I drove you
out of New York. You ezcaped with-
out exposure simply because the wit-
nesses lost their nerve, That won't be
the case here. You think you've cow
ered your tracks nicely., You haven't
You've tripped into half a dozen traps:
I don't know what your game is with
the Cables, but you're base enough to
take advantage of your son's position
in that home. Don't interrupt! Il
soon be through. I'm a man of few
words. If it were not for your som
I'd swear out the warrants for you to-
day on five different charges. For his
spke I'm going to give you a chance.
I've worked on you for three years, 1
gwore I'd get you some time., Well,
I've got you, and I'm going to cheat
myself out of a whole lot of pleasure.
I'm not going to smash you as I In-
tended. Your son's friends haye pre-
vailed. ’

“To show you that 1 am not bluffing,
[ have every bhit of evidence in the
Burkenday case, the Flossie Bellamy
job, the Widow Hensmith affair—and
It was a damnable one, too—with two
or three more. You broke that wom-
an's beart. I don’'t suppose you know
that .she died last month. You never
noticed it, eh? Her precious coach-
man is living like a lord on the money
you and he took from her. Old Burken-
day's housemald has bought a little
home in Edgewater—but not from her
Wi The two Sobs you now have
on hand never will be pulled off. The
girl in the Banker Watts case has been
cornered and She is
ready to appear against you. McLen-
nan’s wife has had the courage to defy
your accomplice—that dastardly butler
of theirs, and he has left town, fright-
ened out of his wits, Your time has
come, The jig is up. It won't be as it
was in New York, because we have the

150S.,

has confessed.

proof, There is a committee of three
down In Righy's otfice now waiting

for me to report. If I take word to
them that you expect to sail for Eu-
rope next week, never to return to
this country, all well and good. It is
for your son's good health, bear in
mind. If you go, the public may never
learn the truth about you. If you
stay, you will be in jail before you are
a week older. And, Mr. Bansemer,
you've got to decide quick.”

Bansemer looked his accuser straight
in the eye, a faint smile of derision
touching his lips, but not his eyes,

“Mr. Harbert, the first thing you
have to learn in connection with your
patient’s father is that he is not a cow-

ard. I refuse to run, sir. I am inno-
cent of any Intentional wrong, and
I'll stand my ground. My son will

stand beside me, too. He Is that sort.
Go back to your committee and tell
them that Bansemer will not go to

Europe for his son’s health. Good
day, sir!”
“Nonsense, Bansemer!” exploded

exploded Harbert, “You know we've
got you fast enough. Why be a fool as
well as a knave? You haven't a ghost
of a chance. I'm trying to do you a
good turn.”

“A good turn? Mr., Harbert, I am
neither a fool nor a knave. If I were a
fool, I'd kill you where you stand. 1
would be justified in killing the man
who represents a crowd of blackmail-
ers. That's what you are, sir. I refuse
to pay your price. If I were a knave,
I'd pay it. I want you to understand
one thing. I shall stand my ground
here. If you persecute me I'll not stop
flaying you until death ends my en-
deavors. We'll see what justice can
give me In exchange for your bulldoz-
ing. I will have restitution, remember
that. Now, you've notling more to say
to me. Get out!”

“Sir!"

“Get out!”

“By George, you're a wonderful bluft
) A

“Do you expect me to throw you out
ir?”

TO BE CONTINUED

The Character He Selected.

The great novelist Charles Dickens
once recelved an invitation to a Wal-
ter Scott party, each guest being ex-
pected to attend in the character of
one or other of Scott's heroes. On the
eventful night when the Rob Roys
and the Quentin Durwards were all
assembled Dickens, quite unconcerned,
walked In dressed in his ordinary even-
ing clothes. At length the host, who
was feeling uneasy, came to him and
sald, “Mr. Dickens, what character of
Scott's are you supposed to repre-
sent?”

“Character,” said Dickens. “Why,
sir, a character you will find in every
one of Scott’'s novels, L” he went on,
smiling—*1 am the ‘gentle reader."—
London Standard.

Caller—What's the matter, old man?
Has anything happened? Host (groan-
ing)—Oh, nothing; only when I was
called upon at the club for my maiden
speech last night 1 began, “As I was
sitting on my thought a sest struck
me,” and spoiled everything! — Ex-
change.

The Rule of Three.
Stolla-—-What ig the rule of three?
Bellna—That one ought to go home.—

New York ,Sun g !
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If you average the cost price of J-M AsBESTOS ROOFING over
the period of years it is in service, you will see that “J-M" is
cheaper to use than any other prepared roofing. Being made of
Asbestos, an indestructible mineral, it is permanently durable,
and as it does not require any coating or painting, its first cost is
the only cost. Easily applied by anyone.

ASBESTOSIDE is an Asbestos Sheathing and is the most eco:
nomical, durable and easily applied siding known.,

Ask for samples and prices.

H. W. Johns-Manville Company,

217-231 Claybourn St., Milwaukee, Wis,
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EDUCATIONAL BALLOT

To Vote The Split Ticket Stamp Your X in the
Circle Under the Log Cabin and your Vote

will be Counted for Taft.

Then to Vote for Johnson for Congress Stamp
your X in the Small Square Opposite John-
son’s Name at the Foot of the Democratic
Ticket, your Vote will then be Cournted for

Johnson.

—

Republican Ticket

For Presidential Electors

Democratic Ticket
For Presidential Electors

H. G. GARRETT WARD HEADLEY

WILLIAM B. SMITH

FRANK U. HARRISS JAMES 8. ROSS

I. B. ROWE | LaVEGA CLEMENTS
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[

FLOYD SANDERS

B

Z. T. PROCTOR

JOHN W. BARR CLEM W. HUGGINS

(100

J. E. WILSON C. A. BELL

-

M. H. BOURNE

A. W, COTTINGHAM

-]

GEORGE D. FLORENCE

ROBT. H. TOMLINSON

F. H. McCARTNEY

GEORGE F. WYCOFF

AN

................. ‘ *
J. J. MOORE ROBERT R. FRIEND ,;,‘Lm
S
'y TI' . " :'
LILBURN PHELPS W. R. CRESS i
[ 1%
For Congress For Congress , r
DR. D. W. GADDIE BEN JOHNSON v
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